FIRE BELOW

undone nothing which might in his eyes con-
tribute to our relief. The rooms were ready
and lighted and gay with flowers, the table
was laid for dinner beneath the limes, and he
was waiting as usual to usher us out of the
car.
So we came back with the guest we had
gone out to seek nine days before.
And that is all my tale.
When I sought for the artist-spy whom
Grieg had employed I found that he had left
Littai the day we came back. I can only
suppose that he thought his work was
accomplished, for no telegram was sent him
to bid him return.
What priest it was that married Marya to
Grieg we never knew, but I am inclined to think
thai he belonged to no parish, but was some
hedge-priest or other that Grieg had found.
Be that as it may, so far as I know, the fellow
held his tongue, and, indeed, if he had spoken,
nobody would have listened, "for Andrew's
wits were failing and the register was gone.
That she should now marry George was only
logical, and though, because of her mourning,
the engagement was not announced, it was an
open secret that they would be joined together
before the winter was out.
This meant that she would leave Vigil for
good and all, and since my wife now shrank
from so much as treading the ground of which
Itcr cctasin was fold, it seemed unlikely that,
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